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can't give you anything to eat." "Pm not going
to leave/' I said, "and I don't want you to give me
anything. Don't you bother about me." So they let
me sit down in my fur coat, just as I was, and took
no more notice of me. All the time the Bolshevists
were firing on the hotel; the guests rushed into the
cellar, where they were given their midday and
evening meals, I didn't go. In the evening the hotel
cook came up to me; he looked at me and thought
to himself how queer I was; then he began to talk
to me, and told me he was expecting his father-in-
law on a visit from the country and had got a room
ready for him; but since his father-in-law couldn't
get to the hotel while things were like this I could
have the room. And after that he even gave me
supper.
The room was on the second or third floor,
round a corner where bullets could only penetrate
if they ricochetted from the houses opposite. I
dragged the mattress from the bed and put it on
the floor in a corner, and there I slept. In the
daytime I wandered about the hotel, and wondered
what Huza was doing, and the Moscow Czechs who
were expecting me. Out of the hotel I could not
go; the telephone was in the vestibule, where the
shooting was worst, so that we had no communica-
tion with the outside. You know it was strange; I
have seldom lived through days which seemed so